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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
absolutely couldn't resist this. not sure how many chapters ill have up before xmas but thanks for such a 


great prompt, hope you have a brilliant holiday! 


"| don't think you could handle Moz," Johnny puffs away on his cigarette. 
"I know you couldn't handle Axl," Izzy strums his guitar. 


The two had linked up very much by accident. For Izzy, it had been an intense few months of studio-touring- 
touring-studio-press conference-touring-photoshoot-studio. He felt wired, rung out, and he'd been using again 
to soften the blow. Axl didn't give a fuck as long as it wasnt during the designated studio-touring-touring time. 


A lot of the time, however, it was. 


For Johnny, it had been a sullen few months of arguing, studio time, lyric writing, tabloid avoiding. Felt like the 
same old shit and christ, he was tired, missed Angie and he'd hit the bottle hard. Moz had become incredibly 


possessive as of late, a bit of a nightmare really, though he'd seen Axl Rose on TV and magazine covers and 


he'd heard all the exploits from across the pond and he couldn't really say hand on heart that he'd prefer him 
as a singer. So he had to hand it to Izzy, really. 


They were introduced at a fancy party in London by a mutual friend, all polite smiles and awkward handshakes, 
and they, man, | ike your style." Wasn't until Izzy hit the bar and stayed there, so intriguingly out of place 
amongst the richer, the cleaner, the sweeter, and emphasised by the soft golden lights of the club that Johnny 
had made the effort to talk to him again. Izzy had had a few. Johnny had had none. 


Once Izzy's schedule had blown over, he vowed that, if at least once, they'd jam. Sounds good,’ Johnny had said, 
1 got nothing on: 


And that's where it left them, in Johnny's Manchester flat. How are you liking the city? Johnny had asked. its 
fine, Izzy had said. 


They played their instruments in silence for a while. They'd play different tunes each but link up in the middle. 
Izzy liked that. 


"Moz would burst into flames if he knew you was here," Johnny had mentioned, casually, through the cigarette 
clamped between his teeth. 


Izzy laughed, “What? Jealous?" 


"Christ," Johnny took his cigarette out of his mouth and stubbed it out in the ash tray, "not half. You've got 


no fucking idea" 

"Think | might," Izzy smiled slightly, leaning back in his seat. 

"Axl's trouble," Johnny leans forward, "| know that much." 

"We're all trouble," Izzy corrects him. "Axl's just." he trails off. 

He blinks as he tries to think of the word. 

"Axl," he says, finally, and reaches for his cigs. "Mind if | smoke?" 

Johnny waves his hand dismissively and sets his guitar aside. "Yeah, and Moz is definitely Moz" 

"He looks like he'd be a whiny fuckin’ prick," Izzy mumbles through a cig as he lights up, "no offence." 
Johnny snorts, "can't take offence when you're right." 


Izzy smiles again, "I'm not saying Ax is much better." He offers his cig out to Johnny. 


‘I'd give him a try," Johnny says, taking it. Izzy raises his eyebrows. Johnny meant it to be ambiguous. 
"Wouldn't we all," Izzy's voice drops low. 

Johnny smiles sickly. 

"For what it's worth," Izzy continues, "I'd give Morrissey a try." 

Johnny can't help but laugh. Morrissey would be mortified at the sight of Izzy, and at the smell, the feel, the 
sound or lack-thereof. They aren't much different in theory though and Johnny wonders just what would 
happen if Izzy turned up to the studio ready to bash out Strangeways. God knows it would take a load off 
Johnny's shoulders. 


"Why don't you?" Johnny smirks, joking, of course. Maybe. Slightly. 


Izzy strums his guitar and then glances up slowly. He narrows his eyes Slightly, "Johnny, | really can't tell what 


you're propositioning me with." 


Johnny takes another drag on the cig before handing it back to Izzy. Izzy sets his guitar aside, leans back, 


crosses his leg and smokes away. 

"l'm joking," Johnny murmurs, looking up at the ceiling, arm stretched over the back of the couch. 
"Sure, but what were you jokin’ about?" 

"Switch places with me," Johnny smiles, "finish the album for me." 

Izzy chuckles. "Right, yeah, and what are you gonna do? Tour for me?" 


"That's why | was joking," Johnny's mouth traces around the conversation sultrily. It is a tempting proposition 


But it's a joke. 

"You could tour for me," Johnny can see Izzy watching him, smoking for him, out of the corner of his eye. 
"I could," Johnny agrees, nodding his head, "and you could make a guest appearance on Strangeways." 

"| could" Izzy's voice drops. 

"We're recording down south," Johnny says, matter-of-factly. "Somerset" 

"Convenient." 


"Yeah," Johnny pushes his luck, "where's your next show?" 


"London," Izzy replies instinctively. "Three nights. The Marquee Club. You know it?" 

"Yeah," Johnny says. 

There's a very erratic silence. 

"It wouldn't work," Izzy says, but he's smiling. 

"Won't know until we try," Johnny half jokes. 

Izzy's smile widens. The silence grows more erratic. 

"Axl's going to kill me," he's grinning. 

"So welcome to The Smiths," Johnny nods to Izzy. 

"And welcome to Guns," Izzy picks up his guitar and strums a chord. “Hope you know how to party." 
"Just make sure Moz doesn't know you've got a habit," Johnny says. 


"Trust me," lzzy smiles. "I've got enough to share." 


Day | 


Author's Notes: 
cand maybe | went a bit overboard. oh well x 


When Izzy walks into the studio with his guitar case, nobody else is there besides Morrissey with his back to 


the door, tentatively looking over some lyrics. 


Tall, lanky, with a thick large wool cardigan wrapped tight around him. He looks skinny and cold, with a comically 


large pair of glasses. He looks like a cartoon character. 

"Hey," Izzy says low, and Moz jumps out of his skin. Izzy has to bite back a laugh. 
He whips around accusingly, red around the ears. 

"You're the American," he says. 

Izzy says nothing, and goes to open his case on a loveseat in the corner. 


Morrissey still watches him intently. Izzy wants to burst out laughing. He's so fuckin’ cartoonish, it's 


unbearable. 


But instead, he stays quiet and Morrissey stays quiet too. He reckons Axl and Moz are similar in the sense 
that they would never talk first. That came in handy when dealing with Axl; it was a pride thing, which meant 
he'd shut his fuckin’ mouth for however long Izzy wanted and then he could go about his business. Izzy's quiet 
by nature. He's fine if Moz doesn't want to talk first. 


Moz clears his throat and turns back around to look over his lyrics. Izzy suppresses his grin and pulls out his 
guitar, settling himself down on the loveseat to tune his guitar. He catches Morrissey's side glances, though he 
doesn't seem to think he's being inconspicuous, which intrigues Izzy. No, he just looks right over when he wants 
to and doesn't really care how it looks to anyone else. Izzy's so used to Axl glaring for hours on end that 
Morrissey's disjointed glances might just sent him into an epileptic fit. 

"You're early," Moz says eventually, so suddenly that Izzy almost jumps as well. 

"I got told eight thirty," Izzy looks up at him, "so | came at eight thirty.’ 

"They told you eight thirty with hopes you'd be here by ten," Moz says dryly. 


Izzy scoffs, looks away and then looks back at him, tongue playing along the bottom of his teeth. "Dunno what 


you heard but I'm always right on time, man," he says bitterly. 
Morrissey's face turns sour. "Right," he says, looking Izzy up and down. Then he goes back to his lyrics. 


Izzy chuckles under his breath and plucks at the strings of his guitar. Johnny had taught him a handful of 
songs he'd need to know that night. He plucks out a few notes of / Started Something | Couldn't Finish 


Morrissey stiffens. " Typical me," he mutters, sourly. "What guitar is that?" 
Izzy looks up, and keeps plucking. "It's a Gibson" 

Obviously. Morrissey rolls his eyes and doesn't say anything else. 

"ES-IT5," Izzy clarifies, a smile playing around his mouth. 

"Alright," Morrissey dismisses. 


Izzy stops playing abruptly and Moz's body stiffens. Then he continues, but it ain't none of the jangly shit 
Johnny taught him. He plays Used To Love Her. 


Morrissey clenches his hands and then relaxes. "You quite like the D chord," he comments, turning over his 


papers. 

"Uh, yeah, | guess," Izzy says. This dude is so fuckin’ aloof, lzzy thinks. / should take notes 

‘It's a nice tune," Morrissey murmurs. 

"The lyrics ain't that nice," Izzy shoots back. 

Moz snorts. Izzy's surprised at how invested he is in Morrissey's movements, how much and little he laughs, 


how he's cautious and also how he doesn't give a fuck. Izzy's surprised at how much he's responding in exactly 


the way Moz wants. 


When Johnny walks into soundcheck, the four beautiful girls huddled at the other side of the stage immediately 
stop talking and stare at him. 


It wasn't until he saw the chest hair on the short blonde one that he realised they were, in fact, Izzy's band. 


"Johnny Marr!" Duff shouts in a shocking American accent. "I like your stuff, man" 


Johnny says nothing and nods. 
"He's English," Duff says, nudging Slash to the side of him. "Go talk some English to him, man’ 

"Man, fuck you," Slash slurs back 

"Pip-pip, cheerio," Duff chortles, waving Johnny over, "come hither, old bean" 

Slash snorts. Johnny does as he's told and does indeed hither. 

"Play Love Cats! 

"Man, Duff, shut the fuck up.” 

Slash and Duff go back and forth and naturally rule Johnny out of the conversation When Johnny reaches the 
group, Steven's beaming at him and Axl Rose seems to be trying his damned hardest to telekinetically drop him 
dead, 


"Good to meet you," Johnny says, taking off his sunglasses. He hates London. 


"Heyl" Steven shakes his hand aggressively with both of his. "Man, | think the Smiths are fuckin’ great. You 


wanna do a line?" 
Johnny blinks, taken aback. "I'll pass," he says, "but cheers. | heard your record, its good." 


Axl snorts, inserting himself into the conversation "Hope you fuckin’ heard it. You're playing it tonight" He 
stares right through Johnny. Johnny stares right back but he can see what Izzy meant. 


"I heard it," Johnny says, not giving Axl the satisfaction of a glance. He lights up a cigarette and Steven frowns. 


"Play nice, Ax," he says, quietly. 


Axl scowls, and Slash and Duff rejoin the conversation, draping their arms round Axl and Steven respectively. 
"Is he giving you a hard time?" Slash drawls. 

Johnny puffs on his cigarette. "No." 

Shit!" Duff exclaims. "You sure Izzy ain't just cut his hair and put on a british accent?" 


Johnny laughs. Everybody except Axl laughs. 


"Come on, fucker, we can jam," Slash shoves Axl out the way and sidles up to Johnny. "What's your guitar?" 


"Rickenbacker," Johnny says. 
Shit!" Slash raises his eyebrows. 


"We're a strictly Gibson household, sorry," Duff sidles up to Johnny's other side. Johnny feels as though he's 


just entered a polyamory-based cult. 


| can play a Gibson," Johnny finds himself almost flirting completely involuntarily. Izzy's landed him in a band of 


manic homosexuals, he's convinced. Instead of just one, he now has to deal with four. Motherfucker. 


"You can play a Gibson," Axl agrees sourly, "don't want none of your jangly shit on Sweet Child. You ever played 
rhythm before?" 


"Sure," Johnny shrugs. Axl's not convinced. 


"You either have or you haven't” He says sternly, drawling with a hint of a midwest accent. Johmy notes, 


ingeniously, that if he was British he'd be from Birmingham. 
"Sure," Johnny half smiles. Axl grimaces. Duff, Slash and Steven look on confusedly. 


‘lm gonna kick Izzy's ass," Axl says aloud, and walks away. 


Izzy's been here three quarters of an hour and Moz ain't said more than four words to him. He sets his 


guitar aside and lights up a cigarette. 


Morrissey's head snaps at the click of a zippo. He pulls a face. Izzy exhales greying smoke out into the tiny 


room. 
"Don't smoke?" Izzy asks him, breaking the desert of silence. 

"No," Morrissey sniffs, "would rather you didnt either” 

"Too bad," Izzy leans back and crosses his legs, getting comfortable. For the first time, Moz moves away from 
his lyrics and his notes, and stalks to the other end of the room. He watches Izzy, frowning, and then walks 


past him and opens the door of the recording booth. 


"Get in," Moz commands. 


"What?" Izzy laughs. 

"If you're going to smoke, smoke in there," Morrissey tells him. Izzy narrows his eyes. 

"ll smoke where | want," Izzy tells him warningly. Moz is not intimidated. He stands there holding the door open 
They stare each other down. 


"Fuck's sake," Izzy doesn't know why he complies, but he allows himself to be ushered into the tiny booth and 


Morrissey closes the door behind him. They continue staring each other down from either side of the glass. 
Izzy throws his hands up in frustration and continues smoking. He checks his watch, twenty past rine. He 
continues puffing away, filling up the booth with smoke, and then he sees the door open. The rest of Johmy's 
band. Hopefully they're as good at pleasantries as Moz. 


Morrissey turns around to greet them and Izzy feels he should too, acknowledging them with a little wave. 


Andy nods to him courteously and Joyce seems to bite back a smile. 


"The American," Moz explains to Andy and Mike, nodding towards Izzy. Watching them, however, Izzy knows he 
can't hear them. Soundproof boxes, shit, he's had his fair share of them. 


He goes to open the door to introduce himself and maybe spite Morrissey a tiny bit more, but the door won't 
budge. The handle ain't moving. Pushing, pulling, he rattles the door. He looks out the window and sees Joyce 
still laughing, and Morrissey sucking in his cheeks. Andy's smiling, opening his guitar case. Morrissey's saying 
something but Izzy can't hear what. 


He narrows his eyes and bangs on the glass. "Let me out, you fuckin' freak," Izzy raises his voice. 


They continue giggling. Moz looks triumphant. They talk amongst each other. Izzy knows the mic is off, they 
can't hear him but he keeps shouting anyway. 


"Heyl" He yells. He bangs harder. 


Morrissey hits the intercom button and leans over, talking slyly into it, "if you break that glass, you pay to 


repair it” Izzy can hear the others laughing in the background. 


"Let me-" Izzy begins, but Moz interrupts him with a wave while he turns on the booth mic. Then he gestures 


to Izzy to carry on Izzy composes himself. "Let me out," he demands, firmly but calmly. 


"You can come out if you promise not to smoke," Morrissey's warped voice comes through on the intercom. 


Andy's literally just lit up a cig in the background. 


"Fuck-" Izzy's cut off by Morrissey gesturing towards the hanging mic in the centre of the booth. 


"Speak up," he says spitefully. 

"Fuck you," Izzy says callously but calmly into the mic. 

"He needs an ashtray," Andy calls out from behind. 

"Why don't you sing us something?" Mike nudges up next to Morrissey, talking into the intercom. Moz looks like 
he's enjoying himself. When agreeing to this, Izzy did not suspect in the slightest that he would end up being 
bullied by the Smiths. 


"IIl sing you fuckin’ something alright," Izzy grumbles. "Let me the fuck out of here." 


Izzy goes for the door again, rattling and kicking, making an awful lot of noise, swearing very loudly. Its at this 
point izzy realises that Morrissey's turned the mic off. 


"Hey!" Izzy's shouting. Then he notices Joyce's drum kit in the corner. 


Looking out the window, he sees Morrissey showing them all some lyrics. To grab their attention, Izzy bangs on 


the window. Moz doesn't look up and Andy looks up briefly, but Mike gives him the benefit of the doubt. 


He points to the drum kit and mouths exaggeratedly to Mike, is this yours?, pointing between the two for 
emphasis. 


Mike looks confused, but nods. 


Izzy maintains his eye contact as he walks over to it and lifts up his leg, ready to stick his entire foot through 


the bass. 


Just as suspected, Joyce runs over to the mic, scrambling on the board. 
"Don't you fucking dare," he says, harsh and northern. That grabbed Andy's attention and half of Morrissey's, 


who looks lazily over his shoulder at Izzy. 


"Let me-" Izzy begins his offer, but stops as Joyce waves him off, turning Izzy's mic back on. "Let me out or 


your snare's fuckin’ getting it," Izzy continues, snarling. 


In two flashes, Moz has walked smoothly over to the mic and shoves Joyce out the way, leaning in. "Now, now, 


let's not do anything we'll regret," he says condescendingly. 
Izzy looks him right in the eye and gives Joyce's cymbals a shove. They clatter to the ground and as expected, 
Joyce loses his fucking mind. He goes straight to the door, rattling the handle, forgetting its locked, and then 


looks to Morrissey for help. Moz rolls his eyes and leans back in 


"Now look what you've done," he accuses dryly. 


"Just let me out," Izzy snaps. 


Morrissey purses his lips. Joyce is still hammering on the door. Andy chuffs away in the background, smiling, a 


happy bystander. Kind of like Izzy was in Guns. 


Izzy and Moz stare each other down for a handful of seconds and, growing impatient, Izzy goes to knock over 
more drums when he hears Moz sigh into the intercom. 


"Americans," he complains to the two behind him and hands Joyce the key, which he drops. When he picks it 
up, he scrabbles, putting it into the lock and the door is flung open. Andy's moved closer to scope out the 
situation, Morrissey's acting so annoyingly indifferent to everyone going on and Joyce is seeing red. Izzy's just 


glad none of them thought about touching his guitar. 
Joyce goes straight for Izzy, shoving him in the chest. Izzy shoves him right back, harsher, more american, 
and Andy bounds past Morrissey to break it up. he gets in between Izzy and Mike, holding them each at arms 


length and Morrissey looks on, bored. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you," Izzy spits out, hair in his eyes, directed at both Joyce and Morrissey. He's 


looking more at Morrissey. 


"We should get started," Morrissey says, emotionless. He exits the booth and Izzy watches after him, as Joyce 
curses in his face. 


Johnny sits on the edge of the stage as Slash and Duff sit beneath him on the auditorium floor. They're talking 


about music. Johnny smokes a cig, and Slash and Duff share a joint. 
Steven's off setting up his kit and doing lines, and Axl's gone AWOL. 
"Is Axl tough to work with?" Johnny finds himself asking suddenly, and Slash and Duff look up at him. He finds 


Izzy's stories of big, bad Axl to be exaggerated. Sure, he's been rude, but no ruder than Moz. Just a case of 
lead singer syndrome. 


"Yeah," Duff says, like it's the most obvious thing in the world. 
"Yeah, no, he's a bitch," Slash drags on the joint. 


Johnny nods. Speak of the devil, Axl comes out, cowboy boots tapping over the stiff vinyl of the stage. 


"Are we ready?" The baritone of his voice booms over the club. He's adjusting the mic stand. Johnny stands up 
and moves to the side of the stage and Duff uses his spindly legs to climb up and nearly falls off trying to 
haul Slash with him. 

"Wrong side," Axl says into loud the mic, making Johnny jump. 

"What?" He says. 

"You're on the wrong side," Axl says cautiously. “Izzy's on my right. Always." 

Johnny blinks. "Right," he says, moving over to Axl's right. 

Axl looks him up and down. "You sure you can play this type of music?" 

Johnny looks over at him, cig hanging from his mouth. "What makes you think | can't?" 

Axl simply smirks, “course, we're gonna have to give you a makeover before tonight." 

Johnny frowns. Slash, who's plugged in his guitar on Axl's left, laughs out loud. 


"Slap some beads and leather pants on the fucker," he suggests. 


"Id take longer than a week to turn him into Izzy," Duff smirks. "Don't shower for a week, Johnny, then call us 


back." 
Slash snorts. 


"He'd have to unlearn the guitar as well,” Axl hums into the mic, and Duff and Slash laugh obnoxiously. "What's 


your stance on heroin?” Axl turns to Johnny, eyes glistening. 


Slash is still laughing but Duff's dies off. 
Steven's blissfully oblivious behind him, dinging his cowbell. 


"Let's start with Mr. Brownstone," Axl's catlike grin spreads. "Izzy taught you that, right?" 


Johnny bites back a retort. 
Slash starts the intro to Mr. Brownstone, going slow to give Johnny time to catch up. He wasn't lying when he 


said he's played rhythm, but he's played rhythm to his own lead. That's different. 


He plays anyway. 
When Axl starts singing, he feels a bit disloyal, but he's not heard axl's voice properly before. He knows Moz 
sounds different on the radio to real life. This is exactly the same. 


For the dozenth time that day, Morrissey's fingers pressed the intercom. "Do it again," he says into it, bored 


as sin, and Izzy's groan of frustration cuts through the mic. 


Johnny had told him, took, there's things | can record over so dont panic, ok? But I dont want to play on | Won't 
Share You" He'd lit up a cig as he spoke, ‘so make sure you get it as good as Moz wants it. 


Its a goddamn hard song to play. 

Izzy grabs the hanging mic, "what the fuck was wrong with that take?" 
"Almost everything," was Moz's immediate response. "Do it again, please." 
"That was the best take so far," Izzy says bitterly. 

"Maybe so," Morrissey drawls, "but it was still wrong. Do it again." 


Andy rubs his face and he smokes away in the background. Mike sits on the loveseat with his head in his 
hands. 


‘lm tempted to get Craig back in," Morrissey says to his bandmages, when he takes his finger off the 


intercom. 

Izzy's been sat uncomfortably on a stool in the booth for forty five minutes trying to record a three minute 
guitar track. Initially the studio engineers gave him one of Johnny twelve strings, to which Izzy's stomach sank 
He opted for a six string acoustic, and Morrissey lamented that he made it sound too west country. When lzzy 
looked confused, Moz narrowed his eyes and told him, ‘too hick: Izzy nodded understandingly. 

So Izzy's been using his own guitar - the Gibson ES-/75, Morrissey had murmured sanctimoniously. 

Izzy stick his headphones back on, takes a drag of his cigarette, and begins to strum away. 

Moz interrupts him almost immediately, "put that out." 

"Oh, come onl" Izzy snatches his headphones off. 

Moz rolls his eyes and leaves the mixing board, turning round and saying something to the others. Mike says 
something aggressively and gestures towards the booth, Morrissey gestures back. Izzy shakes his head and 


stands up, putting his cigarette out on the floor, next to about twenty others that he'd been through. They 


still refuse to give him an ashtray. 


He settles back down and puts his headphones back on, taking a deep breath, and begins strumming again 
regardless of whether or not he has Morrissey's attention 


He doesn't really know this song and he doesn't know why Johnny doesn't like it, he just knows that Johnny 
really, really doesn't like it. Sure, it's depressing and longing, both things that Izzy is well versed in, but all the 
Smiths' songs are like that. Izzy's convinced now that Johnny approached him in that bar solely to get him to 
record this fuckin’ song for him. 

Tuning out the entire band, retreating into his shell in the tiny recording booth where Joyce's cymbal remains 
on the floor, Izzy pulls himself all the way through the song. He doesn't really want to look up but when he 
does, three pairs of eyes are looking at him. 

Then Morrissey returns to the intercom and tells him, "that was good." 


Izzy nearly falls off his chair. "Thank fuck." 


Morrissey purses his lips. 
"Too bad we weren't recording," he says bleakly, and Izzy nearly snaps the neck off his guitar. 


"Fuck this," Andy says, standing up. Izzy hears him because Morrissey still has the intercom on. "lm going for 
a pint." 


‘I'm coming with you," Joyce stands up, grabbing his jacket. 
Moz watches them go, then sighs and leans into the mic. "Need a drink?" 


Izzy practically lets his guitar clutter to the ground as he stands up. 


Sound check went about as well as Johnny'd imagined. He thinks that everyone is of the same opinion: he's a 
better player than Izzy, but he's not Izzy. Much the same as how there were many other better singers than 
Moz when they started out but none of them were Moz 


He'd started on his Rickenbacker, chiming through Brownstone until Axl waved his hand. Slash had told him that 
they should swap guitars. Johnny complied, not that he was happy about it, handing over his baby in place of a 


chunky orange Les Paul. 


That seemed to be more agreeable with Axl. 


Watching Axl singing as opposed to moping about, smoking, making low snide comments, was incredibly different. 
Johnny notes how very little difference there is between him and Moz - the obvious differences, where Moz 
was tall and taut and serious faced and Axl was smaller, well built, generally quite beautiful where Moz could 
be sulky and sour, and Axl was sharp and unpredictable. 

Though they both had the same sweet lull to their voice, with Morrissey's softness and Axl's solid accent. 
They both moved so exquisitely, Moz so awkwardly but passionately, like an elaborate contemporary dance, and 
Axl flounces around sensually as if pulled by nature, as if led by God's sheer own will 


Christ, Johnny admitted to himself, Axl just moves like a stripper. 


Though he's not sure if being on Axl's stage right has just made him extra responsive, as if the gypsy ghost 
of Izzy has rubbed off on him. 


| mean, Johnny had his suspicions about the nature of Izzy and Axl's relationship, but now he knows for sure, 


oh yeah. 
"Stop," Axl cut into the mic halfway through the song. Johnny was the only one who complied. 


"Stop, stop," Axl repeated, waving his arms, turning round accusingly at his bandmates. "Stop, you bunch of 
motherfuckers." 


Duff and Slash do as they're told. Steven's too far in the zone and keeps drumming into the silence until Axl 
takes off his boot and launches it at him. It crashes into his cymbals. Steven looks shocked to his core. 


"That was alright," Axl composes himself into the mic, "kinda shit though." He casts an accusing glare at 
Johnny, who shrugs. 


Axl retrieves his boot from Stevie's cymbals. 
Johnny is amused. So incredibly amused. 


Moz is mischievous, has a penchant for post-it notes, but Axl is just plain destructive. Makes for a very 
interesting change of pace. 


Though that's not to say Axl doesn't dabble in mischief. Not by any means. 


"What was wrong with it?" Johnny questions into the mic, short sharp northern accent cutting into this little 


slice of America. 


Axl simply leans back on his leg, one hand on his hip and one on the mic stand, and looks at Johnny for what 
feels like a year. Duff and Slash curse in the background - man, Ax, it was fuckin’ fine - and Axl smoothly 


ignores them both. 
And then, as if he finished mulling it over, takes several quick, short steps in Johnny's direction 


"Give me your guitar," he says at he walks, motioning with his hand. Johnny doesn't know what compels him to 
take Slash's Gibson off and hand it over instantly. Just Axl's spell, maybe. Axl takes it and shoves it into Duff's 
arms and then trails around Johnny, sticking cool fingers into the collar of his denim jacket and pulling it off 


swiftly, letting it crumple to the floor. 


Johnny looks around in confusion, trying to face Axl behind him. Axl follows his back, winding his long fingers 
into his hair and tousling it. Johnny shares a confused look with Slash and Duff, before his hair comes falling 
into his eyes and he can't see shit no more. They don't know what the fuck's going on either. 


Then Axl trails round in front of him, grabbing the lapels of his shirt and undoing all but three buttons. He 
begins rolling up Johnny's shirt sleeves until they're past his bicep, and he pulls the shirt out of his pants and 
drops to his knees, rolling up the bottom of Johnny's pant legs. Everyone looks on, confused. 


"Anyone got a knife?" Axl asks quietly, and everyone stiffens. "Or somethin’ sharp," he continues. 
"Uh, I've got a knife," Duff says cautiously, narrowing his eyes. "What you want it for, Ax?" 


Axl rolls his eyes. He shoots a look that says / ain't gonna fuckin’ stab him, Duff, Jesus, and holds out his hand. 
Duff cautiously hands it over. Johnny is incredibly offended. Duff may believe Axls look but Johnny fuckin’ 
don't. 


Axl takes the knife and pinches the fabric of the thigh of Johnny's jeans and manoeuvres it through the hem. 
In one quick, cold motion, Axl slices a hole right in the top of Johnny's pants. Also his boxers, but nobody needs 
to know that. 


Axl grips the hole and pulls down with force, a sickening rip echoing into Johnny's ears. Axl's face is stiff with 
concentration. Duff, Slash and Steven whisper amongst each other. 


Axl then moves away from Johnny quickly, looking him up and down with a face so stern that he actually 
reminds Johnny of Moz. Then his face lights up, as if he remembered something, and undoes his own bead 
necklace. He trails round Johnny's back once more and fastens it around his neck and while he's there, takes 


out only one of Johnny's earrings, his right one. Then he pockets it and swiftly walks back to the mic stand. 
"Much better," he says, to nobody in particular, and simply goes to command "Nightrain' 


Johnny scrambles for his guitar as Slash, thoroughly confused, hits the intro on the Rickenbacker. Duff laughs 


silently and whispers into Johnny's ear, "man, he's turned you into Izzy." 


In the pub, the boys get three pints, a glass of whiskey and a glass of water. 


Izzy takes the whiskey, and Moz takes a pint and the water, dividing his time equally between the two, sipping 
on his beer as the other two neck it down. 


"So," Morrissey leans lazily on his hand. "zy." he says the word like he doesn’t think it exists. 
"Moz," Izzy comments back, swirling his whiskey. 
Morrissey grimaces, and ignores him. "Tell us about yourself." 


Andy and Mike exchange glances. 


Izzy narrows his eyes. "What do you want to know?" 
Moz shrugs. "What do you do for fun?" 
"Cocaine," Izzy leans back in his chair, crossing his arms. 


Joyce snorts. Moz raises his eyebrows. "Sounds appalling," he shakes his headband mutters disapprovingly, 


"Americans." He'd took it a lot better than Johnny had alluded to. 
"What about you?" Izzy sips his whiskey. 


Morrissey eyes Izzy up and down, still looking bored. Izzy wants to slap that look off his face. "I like to read,’ 
he says. 


The Smiths were arguably bigger than Guns n' Roses, and Izzy seems disbelieving that the frontman of one of 
the biggest bands of the decade likes to read in his spare time. 


‘| call bullshit," Izzy says, drinking heavily. 
‘Oh, really?" 


"Bet this geeky, reading persona is just a facade," Izzy takes his smokes out of his pocket, "bet you go to 


orgies and do lines off strippers’ assholes." 
Joyce laughs obnoxiously and Moz flushes around the ears. 


"Tried it," he comments weakly, sipping his pint. "Wasn't my thing.” 


Izzy cracks a smile. Moz cracks a weaker one. 
"Bet your drugs are just a facade as well," he says. 
"You think so?" Izzy grins, knowing whats coming. 


"I do," Moz nods. "I think you like to read." 


They hit the hotel after the soundcheck and everyone goes their own ways, besides Slash and Duff, who end 
up on their way to a bar. They invited Johnny but still cautious of their intentions, he politely declined 


Though he wished he hadn't when Axl comes pounding on his door. 

"What?" Johnny says harshly when he opens the door. Axl looks comically offended. 

Johnny notes that maybe he's being a bit cruel, but thanks to Axl's attempt at a power move his favourite 
pair of very expensive jeans now have a very crude rip very near to his personal area, and he's still stuck 
looking like a gay pirate. So, really, fuck Axl. 

"You need to come with me," Axl orders, stern and deep when he gets over himself. 

"What?" Johnny shakes his head. "Where? Why?" 

"What are you, Kafka's fuckin’ parrot?" Axl frowns. "We're going to my room." 

Johnny pulls a face. Axl smirks. 

lm not trying to fuck you so don't piss your pants," Axl clarifies sourly. Johnny's shoulders relax and in the 
end he just thinks fuck it, if it shuts him up so be it, and follows Axl down the halls which are thankfully 


empty - Johnny doesn't want to be caught dead in this shit. 


"I was thinkin’ about how we're gonna spin this," Axl drawls as they walk, a few steps ahead of Johnny. "You 
bein’ on stage with us, | mean" 


"What was your conclusion?" Johnny murmurs. They aren't looking at each other, just straight ahead. 
"That maybe we don't have to," Axl says back as they reach the elevator. It opens as soon as Axl presses the 


button and they step inside, cupping each side of a very uncomfortable looking businessman. Axl very obviously 
looks him up and down. 


The door opens a floor down and they step out. They walk in silence to Axl's room and he swiftly opens the 
door, stepping in first and leaving Johnny to grab the door. He shuts it behind him as Axl marches into the 
room that Johnny notes is pretty decently clean, safe for a few things scattered all over as if he couldn't 
decide what to wear. 

There are three outfits lain across the bed. 

He picks up the first outfit and launches it into Johnny's arms. 

"Try that on," he commands. 

Some fuckin’ floral print flannel shirt and leather pants. 

"Just want to see how it looks," Axl drawls as he fumbles round in his bags. "Accessories we can look at later." 
"What are-" Johnny is thoroughly confused. "Axl, l'm not wearing this shit" 

"You are," Axl says softly. 

Johnny shakes his head, "what the hell are you trying to do?" 

Axl stops rummaging and looks up to meet Johnny's eyes. 

"l ain't bringing Johnny fuckin Marr on stage with us tonight," Axl drawls in his lovely fuckin voice. "Now | 
don't know what kinda faggoty fuckin’ wife swap you and |zz have decided to fuckin’ partake in, but | can tell 
you that there's no way its not gonna fuck us up. So instead of telling a club full of rock n roll fans that 
we've pulled in the guitarist for the worst fuckin’ band of the century for three fucki shows while my 
guitarists gone AWOL-" he stops and composes himself, taking a deep breath. "We ain't tellin em shit" 
"Right," Johnny says shortly. "You want me to be Izzy." 

"Would make things a hell of a lot easier if you were," Axl chuckles and continues his search. 

"You want me to authentically be Izzy." 

"As authentic as can be," Axl gives Johnny half his attention. 


"You want me to fuck you as well?" 


Axl gives Johnny all his attention, head snapping up, and his lips curl into a sick smile. "Look at you, Sherlock 


fuckin’ Holmes, how'd you come to that conclusion?" 


Johnny stays quiet and stares Axl right back. Axl chuckles humourlessly. 


"| don't fuck men and | don't fuck Izzy," he says sourly. "And | certainly wouldn't fuck you." He licks the bottom 


of his teeth. "Though | know you're used to queer lead singers." 

"Go to hell," Johnny finds himself snapping. 

"Spare me, Johnny, everyone knows he's a fag," Axl sneers, seemingly desperate to hurt and inflict: 
‘I've heard similar things about you," Johnny says bitterly. 

"Yeah, sure, from who? The tabloids don't count," Axl goes back to searching around. 

"From Izzy." 


Axl stiffens. He doesn't turn to look at Johnny immediately, but when he does he turns very slowly with rage 
in his eyes. "Go and get fucking changed," Axl commands. 


Johnny does as he's told, satisfaction glinting in his eye. 


Somerset, Izzy's decided, is boring. 


There's nothing to do, nowhere to go, so Izzy tried to get Morrissey to do shots. 
He refused, so Izzy did them himself. 


"Americans," Moz rolls his eyes as they leave the pub around half past eleven 

Morrissey didn't even half finish his pint, but he finished his water. 

Andy had two pints. Mike had three and a half. 

Izzy had the bartender held hostage. 

"Will you be alright getting home?" Andy asks a curiously teetering Izzy, who dismisses Andy with a wave. 


"Made it home worse than this," he slurs, stumbling slightly on the cobbled roads, "shit." 


Andy reaches out to grab him and Izzy smacks his hands away, "I'm fucking fine, man" 


Mike's stopped to assess the situation. 


Morrissey's walking ahead, seeming not to care. 


Call him a taxi," Mike rolls his eyes, shoves his hands in his pockets and keeps walking. 
"Fuck does that mean," Izzy fights off Andy and looks towards Mike. 


"It means, call you a taxi," Andy grumbles, giving up after Izzy shakes him off for the last time. 
Andy starts walking to catch up with Mike and Moz, and Izzy starts walking too. Then he pauses. 


Then he grabs onto the nearest cold stone wall. 


And then he vomits all over the floor. 
"Izzy?" One of them calls out, but Izzy doesn't know who. 
He just focuses on spilling the entire contents of his stomach over the floor, his throat and nose burning at 


the force of it. 


He feels someone approach him, and he hits out with his hand, trying to knock Andy away again 
It aint Andy though. It's Moz, gripping onto his arm, keeping him upright. 


"Are you okay?" He asks, but when Izzy looks up at him, he still looks bored. 
Izzy blinks, and rests his head against the wall. 
"IIl call you a taxi," Moz says. 


lzzy nods. 


Slash and Duff absolutely fall to pieces when Johnny turns up to the club. 


"Hey," Johnny greets in a gravelly, cartoonish American accent and Slash doubles over. Stevie walks into the 


room and does a double take when he sees Johnny. 
"What the fuck?" He says, blinking. This sets Slash and Duff off more. 


Johnny just takes his cig between his teeth and stands back, arms outstretched, twirling around and giving 


everyone a good look 
"You look like a goth lemon," Steven frowns. 


Johnny stands in front of them in canary yellow leather pants, a thin black cotton shirt buttoned up halfway 


and knotted at the waist, hair stiff with hairspray, fringe stabbing his eyes, and a pair of black winklepicker 
chelsea boots. Around his neck is Axl's bead necklace and he has several bangles up his arm. Axl had tried to 


stick some eyeliner on him but Johnny swatted him away. 


"If | was fucked up, | wouldn't be able to tell the difference," Duff comments as Slash wipes his eyes, “but I'm 


not fucked up, and you look like a colourblind lesbian" 
Johnny knocks his head back and laughs. 

"Where's Axl?" He grins. 

"Fuck knows," Slash shrugs, then smiles. "Probably realised he couldn't compete with that and stayed home” 


Everyone laughs. Steve stands in the corner dishing out a line of coke. Duff swallows some pills, and Slash 


knocks back some whiskey, straight out of the bottle. Johnny suddenly got very thirsty. 


Amidst the chaos of everyone attempting to get fucked up, before a show as well, Jesus, Axl slips in, knocking 


back some pills and washing them down with a cup of beer. He notices Johnny's glances. 

"What?" He says aggressively. 

Johnny holds his hands up. Axl turns away. Steve cottons on to the tension 

Valium, he mouths to Johnny. Johnny cracks a smile. Steve, for all the abuse he received from his bandmates, 
was the most pleasant to be around, Johnny noted. Well, when he wasn't crudely snorting an intricate spiral of 
coke while Slash and Duff cheer him on. 

Axl paces anxiously about the dressing room. Shit, he's making Johnny nervous. 

Slash had grabbed him one of Izzy's spare guitars, an ES-I25. Johnny's not used to the big clunky guitars Izzy 
uses but he remembers being fascinated by the large white one Izzy would use when they'd jam together. He 
thought it was a beautiful thing. This one is much the same, though he's concerned about using a different 
one to rehearsal. 


He sits down and begins tuning it. Axl's shadow falls over him. 


‘I'm expecting a show tonight," Axl's baritone vibrates right through Johnny's bones. Johnny glances up and 


Axl's face twists into a sneer as he calls him "zy." 


Johnny bites back a retort. 
He keeps biting until they're called on stage. Something feels incredibly ominous about following Axl through the 
pitch black corners of the backstage. 


Stepping out on to the stage, Johnny suddenly feels rather anxious. This is not like a Smiths gig. Not at all. 
Slash still has his fucking whiskey in his hand. 


"You know where you are?" Axl asks sullenly into the mic, and everyone goes fucking wild. "You know where the 
fuck you are?" He asks again, high and loud and angry. Johnny feels in his stomach that oh no, he should never 
have suggested this. Never ever ever. He nearly freezes up when Slash starts playing the opening chords to 


Welcome to the Jungle. 

Johnny weaves his way in and out of the chords for the most part. Nothing sounds out of place. He knows the 
roadies are twitching to turn his amp down - Izzy told him stories of how the roadies would hide behind his 
amps and turn his guitar down when he was too fucked up to play properly. 

Halfway through Jungle, Axl slinks over to the left side of the stage, where Johnny and Duff are playing. As 
Axl commands the audience to feel his serpentine, he stalks behind Johnny, throwing an arm around his 
shoulders and pulling him in close. Johnny stiffens as Axl dances around him, still stripperesque, and can see 
Duff smiling out of the corner of his eye. Shit, Johnny's losing chords. He can't focus. 

Axl whispers hot in his ear during a few free bars, "better sort out your fucking guitar, Izzy" 


Johnny scowls. 


When the song finishes, he turns on his heel and grabs a cup of beer from one of the amps. He drinks away in 
the wings and steps out again, blinded by horrible sweaty light, just as Axl speaking into the microphone. 


"On drums, Mr. Steven Adler," he grins, standing aside to let Steve see the crowd cheering him. 

"On bass guitar, Duff McKagan," Axl points at Duff who is practically flouncing about the stage, revelling. 

"On lead guitar," Axl holds his hand out, palm outstretched, a bit like Jesus, "Slash." Slash holds his hand up, 
rubbing his neck with his other one, and turns around to guzzle beer in a very similar way to Johnny. Duff is 
lighting up a cigarette and motions to Johnny if he wants one. Johnny says yes, obviously. 


"And on rhythm," Axl looks at Johnny deviously. "Mr. Izzy Stradlin." 


Johnny suddenly feels incredibly self conscious as people cheer and is grateful when Duff gives him an excuse 
to turn around, lighting his cigarette for him. 


Fuck, Johnny thinks. 


Day I 


Author's Notes: 
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nonetheless | hope you all enjoy 


Johnny wakes up in his hotel room to an ungodly racket echoing from the corridor. 

The previous night's show had been.. well, excellent. Once Johnny shook Axl off his shoulder and finished off a 
few cups of beer, he found himself riding the coattails of a magnificent adrenaline rush. He ended up dancing, 
smoking, and very nearly considered doing a line afterwards until he shook his head and knocked some sense 
into himself. He had a really good night, yes, he did. 

And nobody knew he was Johnny Marr. 


By the end of the night, he was practically answering to Izzy. Then he excused himself to his hotel room while 
the others hit a bar, and slept off the rest of the alcohol. 


‘Man, Duff, go to bed an‘ go to hell" 
‘No! No, | fuckin’ won't! Fuck you, Slash!" 


Or he was, until he was awoken, and one look at his alarm clock tells him he needs to get back to sleep 


pronto. Jesus H Christ, 5:30am. 


Johnny thinks that maybe he can block it out, they'll go away and he can catch some more shut-eye before 
Axl starts ripping up his clothes again and Steven starts offering him more coke. Johnny has never been more 
wrong in his life. 


A quiet but angry British murmur makes itself known, a stranger telling both of them, reasonably, to go the 
tuck fo bed Then two deep American accents strike back and tell him exactly what they think 


Fuck youl" 
"Shut the fuck up!" 


The strange voice gets a little louder, angrier, and Slash and Duff seem to forget about their drunken tiff to 


gang up on the intruder. 


‘Come say that fo our fuckin’ faces, piece of shit!" 
"Yeah, fucker! You wanna fight us? Huh?!" 


Nice to see they've resolved their issues. Then Axl chimes in. 
"What the fuck are yall dumbasses doing?!" 
Perfect. 


Johnny hears more awful fighting back and forth, between Slash, Duff, Axl and the presumably exhausted 


british man who just wants to sleep at a reasonable hour. He decides to go and intervene. 


Hauling himself out of bed, he trudges barefoot and in nothing but last night's shirt and the boxers with a rip 
in the thigh, over to the door, cracking it open. 


He's greeted with a fully dressed Duff and Slash, both reeking of alcohol on their way home from a binge, an 
annoyed Axl who likely had retreated to his room a few hours ago, and a small, furious man right up in Slash's 
face. This has annoyed Duff, who wedges himself in between the two, towering over the man. Several hotel- 
stayers have stuck their heads out of the door to tell the group to keep it down, or to watch the situation 
unfold. Others are, Johnny believes, watching safely from their peepholes. 


"Say that to my face, motherfucker," Duff hisses at the man, who has to crane his head right up to even 
think about looking Duff in the face. 


"Keep it fucking down or I'll have you removed," the man hisses, while his middle aged wife comes to the door 


in her dressing gown calling him back. She makes eye contact with Johnny, and he looks apologetic. 


"Guys-" Johnny begins, and then Axl marches out of his room, knocking both Slash and Duff out of the way 


and poking the man square in the chest. 
"The fuck you saying to them?" He all but shouts in the man's face. 


"| said keep it down, faggot," the man sneers, and his wife nearly faints. Axl shoves the man in the chest, 


sending him back a few paces. 

"Axl," Johnny says warningly. "Axl." 

Axl turns his head, sparing a few seconds. "Oh," he raises his brows, "morning, Johnny. Sleep well?" 

The man rushes to throw a punch at Axl, and Slash and Duff intervene. Johnny also intervenes, taking a second 
to haul Axl back by the armpits while Duff uses his height to intimidate and Slash shoves the man with all the 


force of a wild beast. 


The man's wife is wailing like a madwoman. 


"Get back inside," Johnny shouts at her above the chaos, attempting to keep her away from any aggression 
Though the way it comes out, with Johnny struggling against Axl's flailing and kicking, makes it sound a lot 
more threatening. She wails harder. 


"Let me at the motherfucker, no one threatens my fuckin’ band," Axl growls, comically wrestling against 


Johnny's sleep deprived iron grip. 


Slash and Duff are taking on the man, while another patron has leapt out of his room heroically to try and 


wrestle them away from each other. Many more people have opened their doors to spectate. 

At some point in the madness, Steven had returned from his own binge, pleasantly fucked. He walked right up 
to Johnny, took one look at the screaming Axl in his arms, the obnoxious yelling of Slash and Duff, the two 
sweaty British men in between them and the squealing woman in the doorway, and turned right the fuck 
around and left for the hotel bar. 


On his way out, however - and Johnny could've kissed him for this - Steven declared in an obnoxiously loud 


voice for Johnny to hear, "wow! Cool security uniforms! Bet you get loads of chicks in that, huh?" 

Johnny knows in his bones he needs to act quick and hauls Axl into the open doorway of his hotel room, 
slamming the door shut. As he went, they saw one man laying into Duff, and one catching Slash in the jaw just 
as three security guards arrived. 

The two men were promptly escorted off by the security, and the wailing woman was comforted by the third 
while he spoke sternly to Slash and Duff, who were both tripping over each other in conversation attempting 


to explain themselves. 


Axl practically falls through the door and into Johmy, both of them ending up in a heap on the floor in the 


darkness. 
Axl is laughing. Johnny doesn't want to ask why. 


"Damn," Axl grins, teeth shining in the moonlight. "| was only jokin’ about you being Izzy, but you're takin’ to the 
role a whole lot more than | fuckin’ thought you would” 


Johnny breathes hard, still flat on his ass. 


"Fuck off, Axl," he says eventually, as the commotion outside dies down 


Izzy stumbles into the studio the next day with a blaring hangover. He couldn't really remember how he got 


home but he feels Moz had something to do with it, due to the post-it note he found stuck to his forehead 


when he awoke on the couch of his hotel room saying get well soon 
He burst into the studio at eight thirty, slamming the door open, making Morrissey jump for the second time. 
"You're early again," Morrissey says, turning around accusingly. 


"So I'm an early bird," Izzy lethargically trudges into the booth and grabs his guitar, before coming back out 
and sitting himself on the loveseat. 


Moz wrinkles his nose. "You stink of ale." 
"I know it's a bit of a stretch but might be all the ale | drank," Izzy deadpans. 


"It was very impressive," Moz says, and Izzy's ears prick up before he realises the sarcasm in his tone. "You 
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really rubbed your testosterone all over the place." 
"Fuck off," Izzy snaps, and Morrissey blinks. 


They don't talk for very much more, until Izzy lights up a cigarette. Moz doesn't say anything about it, and 
Izzy steals Andy's ashtray. 


"I'm going to make a cup of tea," Moz announces dryly, and leaves the room. 


"Black, two sugars, thanks," Izzy calls spitefully after him and wishes he didn't, feeling spectacularly motion sick 
with the movement. He doesn't expect Moz to come back with two cups of tea, but he does. 


However, both are white with no sugar. Spiteful even when he's doing something nice. Izzy doesn't question it, 


and drinks it anyway. 
"Listen," Izz goes to say as Morrissey settles on to the mixing board chair opposite him. 
"Listening," he says, sipping loudly on his cup of tea 


"What was that song," Izzy leans forward on his knees, ashes his cig into the stained ashtray, "that you guys 
did-" 


"You might have to be a little more specific," Moz chimes in, and Izzy suppresses the urge to push him over. 
"The song that was like- | don't know," Izzy stops and thinks, "about spending warm summer days indoors" 


Morrissey's eyes flash, "Ask." 


"That was it," Izzy nods, puffing away on his cig. "l know that one. They used to play it on the radio." 
"Well," Moz purses his lips, "there you go." 

"I don't know a whole lot of your songs," Izzy continues, "never thought l'd like em, but Johnny's cool.” 
"Johnny," Moz breathes in sharply and then exhales, "is cool. You're right.” 


"| like / Started Something" 


"Typical me," Moz mutters again, wrapping his hands around his mug. "I've not heard a single one of your 


songs." 

'| appreciate your honesty," Izzy drinks his tea with one hand, "but you heard Used To Love Her" 

"Did |?" 

"| played you it yesterday." 

"Did you?" 

"When you told me how | must like the D chord” 

"Oh, yes," Morrissey looks bored. "I remember. It was very, um," he blinks lazily, and continues, "west country" 


"IIl have to play you it properly," Izzy grins, puffing away. Moz leans back in the office chair and crosses his 


arms. 
"Will the world stop turning if you don't?" 

"Very possibly," Izzy smiles, settling back, mirroring morrissey's movements. 

Moz frowns. "Go on, then," he says, "sing me it" 

Emphasis on sing, so Izzy decides to give him the first verse. He sets down his cup of tea, pulls out his guitar, 
and strums away on the D chord. As he sings the first line, he can see colour drain from Morrissey's face. 
Just a few bars, to give him a taste. 

"Had to put her six feet under" Izzy drawls, strumming away, "and / can still hear her complain" 


"Um," Morrissey says, blinking. "That's..rice." 


Izzy snorts. "Its about a dog," he attempts to reassure, but Morrissey looks even more appalled than before. 


Oh, right, meat is murder, he forgot. 

"How about you play me something?" Izzy changes the topic. Moz shakes his head. 

"No," he says dryly. "You'll hear me sing later." 

"Then let's practice," Izzy stubs out his cigarette. Moz refuses. 

"| don't smoke," he says, "and | don't give impromptu performances." 

| won't tell if you won't,” Izzy challenges. 

Moz seems to think about it for a minute. Then he crumbles, "just- play something with a.G chord." 

Izzy is confused but complies, strumming disjointedly, and Morrissey starts singing meekly, "shyness is nice." 
It takes Izzy a few seconds to understand what he's singing and then he smiles. Its the first time he's heard 
Moz sing. He's got a lovely soft tone to his voice. He only does the first part, just a few bars like Izzy did, and 
then he clears his throat. 


Izzy smiles warmly at him, and then thinks for a minute. "Now sing Love Cats," he says, and Morrissey scoffs. 


"Go away, Izzy," he says sourly. 


When Johnny turns up to soundcheck that morning, Slash sits on the stage with a frozen bag of Tesco brand 
peas slammed onto his eye. 


Axl aint turned up yet. A hungover Duff is recounting the events to Steven who is flat on his back howling 
with laughter. 


They all glance up at Johnny. 


"If you're here for soundcheck, you're early, Steven grins, "right now we're hosting the world heavyweight 
championships." 


"Fuck off, Steve," Slash comments bitterly against his peas. He and Duff look like shit. 


"You both look like shit," Johnny finds himself saying aloud, and the peas are launched unceremoniously in his 


direction. 


"What was that shit about this morning?" 
"Hey, you got some nerve actin’ like you didn't get right involved," Duff narrows his eyes. 


"Someone had to stop Axl from ripping off that prick's head," Johnny defends himself, setting his guitar case 
down and throwing the peas back to Slash. "What happened afterwards, anyway?" 


"What, after you cut loose fuckin’ sharpish with Ax and left us in the shit? Thanks, by the way," Slash frowns. 
"We got lucky, they caught them fuckers on the attack and carted ‘em off" 


"We got a warning” Duff rolls his eyes. 

Johnny smirks. He ain't on their good side no more. 

"Man," Duff continues, "disturbin' the peace, we weren't disturbin' the peace, fuck them." 
"You were definitely disturbing the peace," Johnny comments dryly. 


"Only ‘cos Duff fuckin’ made out with the girl I'd been flirti with all night," Slash punches Duff lightly on the 


arm. 


"Man, you didn't hav'ta spill my fuckin’ drink, though! Throwin' it at me like a chick, like a- like you're on Days 
of Our fuckin’ Lives," Duff chuckles. 


I'd ‘a fucked your girl and drank your drink," Stevie comments wistfully. Johnny snorts aloud, and Axl steps 


into soundcheck with shades on, tousled hair and a cup of coffee. 


‘Oh my god, its Susan Sarandon," Steve comments in the background, and the niche sound of a smack hitting 


fluffy blonde hair echoes across the stage. 

"Hungover?" Johnny asks. Axl looks at him briefly. 

"Not at all," he says, putting his shades on top of his head and setting the coffee down. 

"Sleep okay?" Johnny asks. 

Axl looks at him a little longer. "Not at all," he says, and then directs his glare at Duff and Slash. Slash 
attempts to throw the peas in Axl's direction when he turns away but a disapproving look from three pairs of 
eyes tells him not to. 


"Does this type of thing happen a lot?" Johnny asks. 


Slash and Duff vehemently insist no while Steven looks pensive, suggesting that yeah, sometimes and Axl firmly 


says every fucking night. 

Johnny smirks, and chaos descends upon the group. 

"Yes, it fucking does!" Axl snaps, wheeling round. "And it's always fucking you two- no, you three!" 
"Don't drag me into this!" Steve whines, looking horribly offended. "I stayed the fuck out of it last night 


"Yeah, last night," Duff sneers, "remember when you pissed in the hallway of one a the hotels we were in and 
we all got kicked out with nowhere else to go? In the middle of fuckin’ winter?" 


‘Oh, yeah!" Steven looks spitefully thoughtful. "Was that the same hotel you were walkin’ ‘round with one a 


your balls out all night and had cops bangin’ on our doors for harbouring a sex pest?" 

Duff flushes and Slash snorts. 

"Don't see why you're laughin," Steven tilts his head, point accusingly. "Three words, Slash. Snake, lady, security” 
"Man, fuck you, it ain't always us," Slash drawls, still peas-en-face, “half the time it's fuckin’ Izzy." 

"Remember that time he got tweaked and started screaming at four am, ‘cause he thought we'd stolen his 
dope?" Steve shakes his head, reminiscing fondly. "Get this, Johnny, he was running round the corridor, bangin’ 


on the door a total strangers, screamin’ at the top æ his lungs..." 


"Turns out he was in Axl's room, thinkin’ it was his," Duff grins, "the rooms didn't even look fuckin’ alike, man, 


he was just fucked up." 
"We got in a scuffle once, kinda like last night," Axl quietly joins into the conversation, smiling. "He was fucked 
up, went to headbutt this yuppie banker motherfucker, caught his nose instead and blacked out on the spot, 
blood all over his face..." 


"Sounds like a riot," Johnny frowns, suddenly feeling rather left out. 


"Just like our record," Axl polishes off his coffee before launches the cup into the auditorium. "Appetite for 
destruction Now let's get going.” 


That afternoon, Izzy is at the mixing board, much to the protests of the Smiths. 


"Trust me," Izzy had said, "I know what l'm doing.” 


They took extra convincing after Izzy used his first turn to mute Joyce's drums completely. 


But Izzy, having played both drums and bass, could mix Andy and Mike's parts exquisitely. Morrissey had made 


sure Izzy knew his qualms about the Smiths turning into a rock rt roll band. Izzy ignored them. 
When it came for Morrissey's vocals, they started off with / Started Something lazy had recorded the guitar 
parts the previous day. Moz had complained that his guitar was hard to sing to, unlike Johnny's, whose guitar 


had a voice of its own. Fair enough, because Morrissey's voice was hard to jam to too. 


Izzy remembers last year when his local station went absolutely mad for Ask They would play it constantly; 
ended up so bad that Axl would hear anything resembling a jangly intro and throw something at the wall. 


F | have fo hear this whiny motherfucker one more time, he'd said, massaging his temple, Izzy, Il hit you. 
It was a long, long summer. 


Now, from what Moz is singing of it, Izzy really likes this song. Typical me, typical me, typical me, Morrissey 
would chant. 


"/ grabbed you by the guilded beams," he soothes, gripping the wire in his hand, and Izzy would lie if he didn't 
feel something when Morrissey groaned out in a way he would never have imagined, "that's what tradition 


means" 


‘And now eighteen months hard labour seems," Morrissey tells his bandmates through song and then throws his 
hands up in frustration, "fair enough" He gestures to cut the track 


"What? What's wrong?" Izzy says into the intercom. "That was perfect. We were nearly finished” 


Morrissey rubbed his head with his hands. "I can't stand your guitar," he groans, and then looks at Izzy 


accusingly. "You keep.messing with the volume in my headphones.” 

"Yeah," Izzy nods. 

Morrissey looks at him and holds his hands out, "well, why?" 

"You go softer when the volume's down," Izzy explains, "and harder when the volume's up." 


"I can do that without your help," Moz says bitterly. "It's hard enough singing to your awful guitar without 


having to scream over it as well" 


"IFs just experimenting," Izzy rolls his eyes. "We did it with Axl and we couldnt even afford the fuckin’ studio 


time then. Y'all could stay in here all fuckin’ year if you wanted to, don't you wanna try something new?" 


"No," the three of them chorus. 

"Andy," Moz says, "take over the mixing-" 

Izzy swiftly mutes his mic. 

"This," Andy gestures to Izzy, "is really setting us back." 


Izzy rolls his eyes, "you've got time. Johnny knows these songs inside out. If you hate my fuckin’ guitar so 


much, just have him rerecord it. Your sales'll fuckin’ make up for it, Jesus." 
Morrissey is still talking to himself in the booth. 


"You've come in actin’ like you own the fuckin’ place though," Joyce narrows his eyes. "H's like you've marked 


your territory all over the record" 
"As much as I'd like to piss all over your drum kit, Mike," Izzy narrows his eyes, "I'll pass.” 
There's a sharp knock on the window. Morrissey is ignored unanimously. 


"You fuckin’ Americans," Joyce lights up a cigarette and points accusingly at Izzy, "don't know what the fuck 


you're talkin’ about." 

"Excuse me?" 

"We ain't fuckin’ Motley Crue or whatever the fuck's good over there. You've got no idea about how we work" 
‘Or how we sound," Andy chimes in. 


Izzy rolls his eyes. "You make music for girls and fags," he declares. Andy stiffens and Mike stands up. Then 


Izzy continues, looking back to the mixing board, "and so do Motley Crue. 
Joyce nearly leaps on Izzy before the booth door slams open 

"Thank you very much for muting me," Moz mutters, "very helpful." 
"Say that shit again," Joyce shoves Izzy in the chest. 

Izzy scoffs, elbowing Joyce away, "Fuckin' spare me, Mike." 


"Worker," Joyce declares, and he and Izzy are fighting, shoving each other. Joyce grabs a fistful of thick, black 


hair. 


Then Andy and Moz are in the middle of it, shoving them apart. Andy takes mike round the waist, hauling him 
back, and Moz stands in front of Izzy, blocking the sight of Mike. 


Izzy tries to shove him out the way, but Morrissey grips onto both of his arms with boney, firm hands. 
"Calm down," Morrissey's voice is stern, like a teacher. Izzy stiffens his jaw. 


Izzy places his hands on Moz's shoulders, trying to pull him away to get a look at Joyce. They've both been 


ushered into separate corners of the room. 
"Morrissey," his name is a mouthful, Izzy notes. "Move." 


Moz doesn't reply, and when he goes to shove Moz out the way for a third time, he's pulled by the arm and 
shirt collar back into the recording booth. Moz closes the door behind him. 


"What the hell was that about" he says bitterly, dropping the calm facade, eyeing Izzy. 
"He started it" Izzy splutters, gesturing, and Moz scoffs. 

"How old are you exactly?" Moz narrows his eyes. 

"Fuck off" Izzy says viciously, "you think you're so much fuckin’ better than me, huh?" 


Izzy shoves him fiercely in the chest. Morrissey doesn't fight back, and simply looks away. Izzy then feels a 
pang of guilt for hitting something so defenceless, like he just kicked a puppy. 


He turns around, aggressively, rubbing the bridge of his nose. He sighs. "Sorry," he bites out. 
Its fine," Morrissey says, emotionless. 

"No, I-" Izzy rubs his forehead and looks up at Moz. "This isn't going to work" 

"Don't say that," Moz rolls his eyes and folds his arms. 

"No, l- | need to call Johnny,” Izzy puts his hands on his hips. "I don't know what's going on with-" 
He pauses. 

"With what?" Moz asks sourly. 


Johnny didn't tell Moz he was doing the shows. Heil just get jealous, he'd said. Izzy thinks he shouldn't tell him 
either. 


"Nothing," he grits his teeth. "I'm just a bit worried about my band." 


"Johnny won't be gone long," Moz soothes. / know, Izzy thinks. "He didn't want us to lose any studio time. Bite 
the bullet, Izzy." 


"lll bite fuckin’ something soon," Izzy warns. Moz looks repulsed, and Izzy sighs. "I'm sorry. lll- I'll try harder. 


But | can't help you with the guitar parts. | can't play like Johnny. I'm not Johnny." 
Moz looks pensive, and then frowns. "No," he agrees slowly. "You're not Johnny." 
They meet each other's eye as Moz continues. "Johnny would never urinate over Joyce's drums." 


lzzy flushes when he realises he'd left the intercom on. 


Axl handed Johnny some more clothes afterwards. They spoke very few words, but this time Axl gave him 
black leather pants and a lime flannel shirt. Johnny was appalled, but took them anyway. 


They'd ran through Don't Cry earlier. Johnny did his best to play along, but several ostracising glares told him 
that he'd be better off just sitting this one out. He was surprised to hear Axl sing such an odd, sensitive tune, 


and to do it so tentatively. He was even more surprised to hear that this was Izzy's handiwork. 


"Remember," Axl had said just as Johnny was about to leave with the clothes. "Like last night, don't call 
attention to yourself” 


Johnny had brushed him off and started for the door, and heard Axl reassure under his breath, "you'll be 


fine." 
An odd, sensitive gesture. 
"Thanks," he'd sniffed, and left. 


Now, that night, they're back in the club. Everyone is minding their own business, doing lines, playing chords, 
spraying hairspray, and Johnny leaves briefly to grab a cup of water from outside. 


He's halfway down the corridor when he hears, oh my god 
Oh my god. 


ks that Johnny Marr? 


Fuck. 
Johnny doesn't turn around, he keeps walking, he don't know who said that shit but he can't let on 


Johnny! 


He keeps walking, until he feels someone touching his arm lightly. He yanks it back, blinking. Some poor teenager 
with a backstage pass. 


"You're Johnny Marr," the kid breathes. 

Johnny doesn't know what to do. "Yeah," he breathes as well. 

‘Man, can l- its a pleasure to meet you," the kid glares up with big shiny eyes. "What are you doing here?" 
Yeah, Johnny. What are you doing here? 

"Are you- yo, are you playing?” The kid looks like he's about to piss his pants. 


Johnny only realises now that several people in the corridor have turned to look at them. Thats several people 


that know that he's Johnny Marr. 

"Johnny Marr backstage at a Guns show?" Someone says in the background. 
Johnny tenses. 

‘I'm sorry, kid, | need to go," he says stiffly. "But great meeting you." 

And he takes off back down the hall, briskly, bursts back into the dressing room and declares, were fucked 
Everyone looks up in their own sweet time. 

"What the fuck are you talkin’ about," Axl doesn't look up from brushing his hair. 
"There's a whole crowd of people out there that know I'm here." 

Axl stops. "What?" 

"They know l'm here. Me. Johnny Marr. 

Axl turns around, quick as a fox, and commands “Duff, swap clothes with him." 


Duff blinks. "Huh?" 


"Swap clothes and maybe they'll think you're Izzy again" 
"What if they don't?" 
"Its either this or we're down a guitarist." 


Johnny pauses for a minute, and then looks over at Duff. Then back to Axl, then to Duff, a cautionary glance 
to Slash and Steve who couldn't be less assed if they tried, back to Duff and then, finally, to Axl. 


"Alright" Johnny frowns. 


Duff's already taking his shirt off. Axl looks unimpressed. Johnny notes how one of Izzy's initial pointers was, 
oh yeah, sometimes Duff just gets naked Steven too, think its a blonde thing 


Axl grimaces and turns back to the mirror, but Johnny can see the glint in the eyes of his reflection as he 


unbuttons his shirt. 
"This better work," Johnny mumbles. 


"tll be fine," Duff says sternly. "Even if they know, doubt it'll make headline news. Our usual antics don't make 


headline news." 


Johnny appreciates the kindness in Duff's voice. 


He'll appreciate it more later when he's reflecting on it, and doesn't have an eyeful of nipple. 


Andy and Mike left around seven thirty. They'd done all they could, Andy took over the mixing while Mike and 


Izzy snarled at each other from opposite ends of the studio. 
When Izzy went to leave with them, Moz called him back "You're not finished," he'd said 
"What?" 

Andy and Mike hollered, oh, big bad zys in trouble. Izzy had rolled his eyes. 


Moz held open the booth door. 


"In you go," he'd chimed merrily. 


Izzy did as he was told, though suspicious, as he owed it to Morrissey to at least try and be pleasant. 


After having spent an hour in the booth rerecording his awful guitar parts, he vows never to be pleasant to 


Morrissey again 


"That was a good take," Moz says into the intercom after the fifth go. Izzy's lungs nearly collapse with sheer 
force of his sigh of relief. 


"Useable?" Izzy croaks into the mic. 

"Useable," Moz purses his lips. "I want almost everything boxed off, vocals and all by tomorrow.’ 
"Great," Izzy grits his teeth. "Can | go now?" 

‘Of course you can't," Morrissey looks surprised. Izzy deflates. 

"Can | have a cigarette?" 


"You can have a break," Moz says suspiciously. Izzy's practically already out the door. He smokes outside, 
where Moz had ushered him, preaching about the dangers of secondhand smoke. 


When he returns, Moz isn't in the studio, but rather in the kitchenette at the end of the hall, humming away 
and making two cups of tea; one in a mug that, in awful lime green lettering, declares #/ Grandad, and the 
other in a chipped cup that tells him Frankie Says Relax! 

Izzy really wants the Frankie one. 

"What are you singing?" he asks, hovering in the door frame, trying to place the tune. 


Moz jumps for the third time, and looks around exasperated. "Stop doing that." 


Izzy laughs, then it dawns on him. 
"Yo," he leans against the wall, smirking. "Were you just singing Relax?" 


Moz sighs and takes his tea, leaning against the kitchenette. When you want fo come, he hums dryly, devilish 
glint in his eye. 


Izzy finds his the corners of his mouth twitching upwards. Moz hands him the Frankie mug, and he rejoices 
silently. 


Izzy sips on the milky, plain tea silently. 
Then he spots a nice chunky bottle of Chablis on the counter behind Moz. 


"Whose-" 


"Johnny's," Moz cuts him off almost immediately. "Don't even think about it” 


"Hey," Izzy frowns. "Johnny told me he wanted to stop drinking. Think we, as his friends, should hold him to 
that. Specifically, by drinking that lovely bottle of wine behind you." 


"No," Moz frowns deeper, "I mean, don't even think about it because | don't want to help you to your room 


with the smell of your vomit up my nostrils. You know," he sips his tea, "like last night" 
"Ive been bored stiff down here," Izzy groans. "No wonder Johnny drinks." 

Morrissey scowls, "Izzy." 

"What?" Izzy sips his tea. "He does. He drinks less than | do, if it makes you feel better." 
"Yes, but you drink like a damn machine." 


"Good point." Izzy sidles up to Moz and reaches around him for the wine. "I'll be in the studio if you decide you 


want some." 


"What?" Morrissey sets his tea down and Izzy peels himself away, traipsing back to the room with weilding the 
Chablis like a sword. 


Moz follows him as Izzy unscrews the top, swigging heftily. Moz tries to grab his arm but Izzy spins round, 
facing him, walking backwards into the studio. 


"You're childish," Morrissey scowls, reaching out to snatch it again. 


Izzy goes to hand him it, but pulls away at the last second. He does this about three times in a row. 


Morrissey's scowl deepens. 


"If you want some, just ask," Izzy sneers, and walks briskly into the recording booth and sits with his back to 
the door. Morrissey does his best to open it, but Izzy uses all his weight to keep him out. 


"Izzy," Morrissey shouts, "let me in" 

Izzy ignores him. 

"| already have one guitarist with a drinking problem." 
Izzy ignores him and keeps drinking, 


"You can keep it. Just let me in" 


Izzy stares at the bottle in his hands and sighs to himself. He crawls to the opposite end of the booth. Moz 
nearly falls in through the door. 


Then he awkwardly settles himself, clears his throat and closes the door before settling down in front of it, 
crossleqged. 


Izzy offers the bottle out to him. Moz shakes his head. 
It's a vintage," Izzy encourages. 
"It literally says Sainsbury's on the label," Moz counters. 


"Well, it tastes like a vintage," Izzy shrugs and keeps swigging. Then Morrissey sighs again and offers out his 


hand. Izzy pauses, looks at it, and smiles warmly. 


He hands it over. 


Johnny stands in the wings of the stage in a god awful polka dot button up and a leather jacket that practically 
hangs off him. Duff is looking uncomfortable in the lime green shirt that constricts his forearms. They grip 
onto their respective instruments and Axl sighs, rubbing his temples. 

"tll have to fuckin’ do," he breathes, "now let's get out there." 

They trudge onto the stage, the crowd still psyched from the support, and a blinding light and blearing cheer 
meets Johnny's eyes and ears. He throws his arm up to simultaneously wave and block out the lights, and 
somewhere in the horrible white noise of none stop screaming.. 

Johnny Marr? 

Í thought it was a rumour! 

Johnny Marr! 

ks that- 


Thats- 


And Johnny thinks he's imagining it until he looks down to his feet, where the noise is coming from, and the 


screaming bleeds through the crowd like water into the earth. 

The guys exchange a long, scared look 

"Let's just go into Jungle," Axl hisses, and Slash starts the chords. 

Johnny can't even focus on the song. 

The cheering blares over it. Even Axl looks shaken. 

They go into My Michelle and then Nightrain, and by the end of it, when Axl goes to make pleasantries and 
introduce everyone, he knows there's no way round it. 

He introduces Stevie, Slash, Duff, even himself, to stall for time, and then, christ. 

"On rhythm guitar," Axl takes in a deep breath. The band look on in pain. 

The crowd cheers so fuckin’ loud Or at least, the half that like the Smiths, because Johnny figures their 
audiences are about ten thousand light years apart, but guess he's wrong. 

"Filling in for Mr. Izzy Stradlin," Oh god, Axl, what are you doing? 


"A special guest with us for tonight" 


Axl casts a genuinely apologetic glance at Johnny. 


Johnny shakes his head, pleading with Axl. 

Moz can't know. And no matter what, Moz will know, because the motherfucker has a habit of knowing 
everything, and without a doubt it'll fuck their already strained relationship and even though he's a haughty 
bastard that's the last thing in the world he wants. 

He can't even think for a second exactly what on god's sweet green earth ever possessed him to agree to this. 
"No," he mouths, "Axl, no, no, no-" 


"Mr. Johnny Marr." 


Another cheer goes up, and Johnny wishes the ground would swallow him up. 


They've been sat on the floor of the booth for about an hour. The wine is empty. 
Moz has been begging for a cigarette. Izzy keeps telling him to fuck off. 


"Just one," he slurs. 

‘lm not wasting my last one on you," Izzy sneers, lighting up. 

"Just a puff,” Moz begs. 

"You're a desperate fucker," Izzy laughs. "Pick one up off the floor.” 

He's joking, obviously, and has to kick Morrissey's hand away when he reaches over for one. 

For the past hour, they've been talking like old, drunken friends. Moz recalled in depth how he'd fired Andy last 
year for a few days via a post-it note on the windshield of his car. Izzy had countered him by telling him 
stories of their many endeavours, car crashes, illegal activities, but in particular the one time that Axl turned 


up late to a show and got turned away, leaving Izzy to fill in on vocals. 


| was so fucked up at the time," he'd explained, "didn't know any of the fuckin words that | fuckin wrote. Made 


‘em all up. We trashed the dressing room afterwards." 


He passes over his cig and allows Moz to take one (I) drag, that's it, no more. Moz takes what he can get and 


inhales deeply, before bursting into badly suppressed throaty coughs. Izzy smirks. 
"You lot make it look so easy," Moz sneers, passing it back, and Izzy laughs. 


‘Its one of the easiest things in the world," he smiles mockingly but his eyes are warm, "that's why everyone 


does it." 

‘Its disgusting," Moz smiles lazily and blinks sleepily, then reaches out with his hand. "Give me some more." 
"Fuck off," Izzy snorts, kicking him away. 

Moz slumps back against the door, smiling. Happy in the haze of a drunken hour. 

"| need to get-" he hiccups, "to get home soon" 

"Fuck that," Izzy bites out. 

"Even drunk, your vocabulary never fails to impress, Izzy." 

"Fuck you." 


Morrissey laughs obnoxiously. He attempts to pull himself up, wobbling like a streetlight in a storm, palms flat 
against the door behind him. Once he's up, he extends a hand to Izzy and attempts to pull him up too. 


For a junkie on the lower end of a hundred pounds, Izzy's heavy as shit. The wine adds ten pounds, he'd howled, 
as Moz continually failed at hoisting him up. 


"You're doing it on purpose!" Moz tried to snap, but hollers with laughter. In the end, Izzy comes up with such 
force that it sends Moz flying into the door. Izzy hasn't laughed like this without the aid of weed since Slash 
fell down a manhole on the way to a gig. He smiles at the memory; he played lead that night. 


Izzy rests his forehead against the door, just above Morrissey's shoulder, inches away from the crook of his 
neck. 


‘lm sure your boys are missing you," Morrissey comments, placing a hand on Izzy's chest and pushing him 


away slightly. Izzy doesn't notice but subconsciously takes the hint and moves back. 
"Axl will want to skin me," Izzy says with a mischievous glint in his eye. 


"If your relationship is anything like the singers and guitarists | know," Morrissey leans against the door handle, 


"he'll be fine." 
"Axl?" Izzy blinks. "My Axl? Axl Rose? We talkin’ ‘bout the same Axl?" 
Moz snorts, and Izzy pokes him in the chest. 


"Be fuckin’ aware," Izzy grins. "We are nothing like the singers and guitarists you know. Axl ain't like nobody else 
on this fuckin’ planet." 


"Johnny would say the same about me," Moz counters, leaning over. "And so Gallup would about Robert Smith. 
And so would that, um, one from Bon Jovi about..Bon Jovi." 


Izzy snorts. "Nah," Izzy shakes his head. "Ain't nobody like Axl." 

"Alright," Moz grins. "I believe you." 

"There anyone like Johnny?" 

Morrissey's eyes glint. "You," he says, thoughtfully. "But you're both a whole lifetime away from each other." 
"Fuck's that supposed to mean?" 

| mean," Moz breathes in, "if you were born in 60's Manchester, rather than, um." 

"Indiana," Izzy finishes. 


Moz grimaces. "Indiana," he confirms, "you'd dress different, listen to different music, no? Have gone to a 


different school. That recipe that made Johnny would've made you rather the same. And vice versa 
"Johnny's nothing like me," Izzy folds his arms and smiles. 

"Perhaps," Moz says. "But anyone can be anyone if you follow the recipe." 

"Johnny's nothing like me," Izzy smiles, shaking his head. "You'd trade me for him in a heartbeat." 
"Oh, definitely," Morrissey looks surprised. "You'd trade me for Axl." 

"Would |?" 

Morrissey looks even more surprised. "Wouldn't you?" 

Izzy winces. "You'd have to have met him to get where I'm coming from.” 

There's silence. 

"Yall ain't the same," Izzy says solemnly. "And fuck, I'm glad about that.” 

Morrissey radiates. 


"Johnny's gonna appreciate you a lot fuckin’ more after dealing with Axl," Izzy says smoothly. "Though | am 
missin’ the little ginger fucker." 


Morrissey stays silent for a little longer, looking thoughtful. 


"You must be a really good friend of Johnny's to give up your shows to fill in for him," he blinks. "Can't believe 
he's never spoken about you before." 


"| don't talk about him neither" 

"That's reassuring," Moz purses his lips. "He doesn't tell me anything” 

Izzy stays quiet and his smile lessens as a somber mood falls on the room. Izzy decides he's not going to ask 
"He'll be back soon," Izzy tries to steer the conversation 

"Hopefully," Moz says bitterly. 

"Tomorrow's the last show," Izzy says before he realised that shit he shouldn't have said that 


Moz narrows his eyes. "What show?" 


"What?" 
"What did you just say?" Moz blinks. "About a show.’ 
"| don't-" Izzy blinks back. "What?" 


Moz goes to open his mouth but Izzy shakes his head, "My band. It's our last show. So I'll be out of here, and 
that means Johnny won't be far behind." 


Then for good measure, he hastily adds, "wherever he is, ‘cause | don't know." 
Smooth. 


And Moz sidesteps out of the way while Izzy goes to open the door. Only once again, the door won't open. He 
rattles the handle aggressively with both hands. 


"Um, Izzy?" 
lzzy looks cautiously over his shoulder at Moz. 
"It swings in, not out." 


"Oh, right, thanks," Izzy says, and practically falls through the door on his way out. 


Day Il, Part | 
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Izzy steps into the studio a little later that day, around half past nine, to find Andy and Mike sitting at their 


respective instruments, talking about the match or something. 

Izzy sits at the loveseat and tunes his guitar. Morrissey is nowhere to be found, and Izzy's about to ask 
where he could be when Moz briskly walks into the room and slams a tabloid onto the coffee table in front of 
him. 

"Did you know about this?" Morrissey's voice is strained but firm. 

Izzy peers at the front page lazily. Oh, yes, that's definitely Johnny. And that's definitely his band And that 
definitely is a headline that reads SMITHS GUITARIST MARR JOINS GUNS N: ROSES AT THE END OF THEIR UK 
TOUR. 

Joyce and Andy have stopped talking, Andy is trying to get a look at the front page but Moz is blocking him. 
Izzy looks from Moz, to Andy, to Moz, then to Joyce whom he sneers at, then back to Andy and then finally 
to Moz. Izzy blinks lazily. 

"Yeah," he says, plucking at his strings. 

Moz scoffs. "And you didn't think to tell us?" 

"Thought that'd be Johnny's job," Izzy murmurs. 

"What is this?" Moz demands, suddenly. "Just a bit of fun for the two of you?" 


Izzy's jaw stiffens. "Trust me," he grimaces, "it's not as fun as | thought." 


Morrissey's aura grows freezing, like the entire room has been doused in ice cold water. Izzy frowns and stops 


playing. They stare each other down in silence for what feels like minutes. 


"We were curious," Izzy suddenly begins to defend himself. 


"Oh, go to hell," Morrissey snaps. 
"What the fuck is going on?" Joyce demands, swiping the newspaper. His eyes flick over it. 


It wasn't-" Izzy goes to defend himself more but catches a lot of hurt in Morrissey's eyes under his stiff, 


expressionless face. 
Then he swallows his pride. "It was my idea, not Johnny's.” 
Morrissey's shoulders relax the smallest, smallest bit. 


"He needed some convincing," Izzy looks Moz in the eyes, raising his eyebrows, channeling at him to believe 
what he's saying. Then, it seems, Morrissey decides to believe him. 


"Axl was giving me hell," Izzy continues. It's a convincing lie. "Needed to get away for a few days." He babbles 


away until Morrissey waves his hand dismissively. 

| don't-" he sighs, then pinches the bridge of his nose. "I don't care, Izzy." 

Izzy blinks and then sets his guitar aside, leaning back in his seat. He crosses his legs and folds his arm. 
"Just go back to your hotel room,’ Moz directs coldly. "We'll survive without you." 

Ouch. 

Izzy scoffs, "man, shut the fuck up. I'm stayin’ right here." 


Morrissey's eyes snap to Izzy's, but he stays calm. 


Around ten o'clock, Axl is awoken by a phone call. Thinking it's the hotel calling to reprimand the bands antics, 


he ignores the first two times it rings. Then, when whoever's calling won't fucking stop, he opts to answer it. 
"What?" He blearily demands, hanging off the bed. 

"Johnny there?" A very familiar voice on the other end asks. 

"Fuckin hell, zz," Axl sits up straight and snaps. "You know what time it is?" 


"Yeah, it's perfectly-reasonable-to-be-awake o'clock, seen the headlines?" 


"What? About the fuckin’ fall of the GDP?" 
"Axl," Izzy thunders, and Axl frowns. "For once in your life, pick up a tabloid" 


"Nah, nah, I've- | can imagine. It's, ugh-" Axl pinches the bridge of his nose. "You could've told me it was some 


big fuckin’ secret. Man, this is the first I'm hearin’ from you in fuckin! days anyway." 
"So we didn't think it through, big deal.” 


"You're both sure makin’ it sound like a big deal," Axl grabs the entire phone and puts it on his knee. "What, am 
| singlehandedly responsible for breakin up the goddamn Smiths? No, so chill the fuck out.” 


"Morrissey's fuckin- look, | don't give a shit about them, right? But he's makin’ it my fuckin’ problem, so let 
me talk to Johnny.” 


"For fuck's sake," Axl groans, rubbing his forehead. "Hold on. Give me five minutes." 


Axl violently throws the receiver down on the bed, pretending that it's Izzy, and trudges along the corridor 
half naked before pounding on Johnny's door. 


When he finally answers, he looks Axl up and down and goes to close the door. 
"Motherfucker," Axl says warning, wedging his foot in between the doorframe. "Phone call" 
Johnny narrows his eyes. "What?" 

"Phone call for you, Johnny. Sir Jeffrey Dean Isbell, Esquire, requires your corres-fucking-pondence" 
"Who the fuck- 

"Izzy," Axl hisses. "Better get in my room pronto before he gets bored and starts shootin’ up." 


Johnny looks at Axl fucking incredulously, because Axl has no right to be annoyed. Johnny has the fucking right 
to be annoyed. But he closes the door behind him and follows anyway. 


"Yeah?" Johnny sleepily sighs into the receiver. 
"Moz ain't happy," Izzy says. 
‘Oh no," Johnny sounds disinterested, "crisis." 


Axl taps his foot impatiently in the background as Johnny makes himself perfectly comfortable on the end of 


his bed. 
Izzy frowns on the other line, "he's refusin’ to let me play." 
"Is the world going to stop turning?" 


"Man," Izzy thunders. "You know better than | do what he's fuckin’ like, and he's making your fuck-up my 


problem’ 

"Put him on’ 

Izzy blinks. "What?" 

"Put him on the line 

Axl's ears prick up at the sound of drama 
"He wont listen to me, Johnny: 

Johnny leans forwards on his knees and rubs his forehead, "then put Andy on" 
"Andy aint here" 

"Fuck's sake, put Mike on’ 

"I" There's a pause on the other end. "No 
Johnny narrows his eyes. "No?" 

"L." Izzy grows quiet. "I don't like him" 
Johnny can't believe what he's hearing, 
"Izzy, put Mike on the fucking phone. 


"Hey," Axl snaps in the background, "don't talk to him like that." 


Johnny ignores him expertly. 
"Put Mike on, lzz. Please." 


There's silence on the other end, and then a grumble, a shuffle of feet and a muffled snappy exchange before 


the receiver crackles and Mike's voice appears. 


"John?" 

Johnny takes an involuntary breath. Nice to hear a familiar voice. "Hey." 

"Hey," there's a sharp hiss as Mike sucks in a cigarette, "long time, no see." 

"Don't be like that," Johnny's voice is sour. "What's the situation like?" 

"Dire," Mike sucks in his cig again. 

"How dire?" 

"Well, in the thirty seconds I've been on the phone to you, John," he begins, "we've escalated from a four-way 
silent treatment to Izzy - who's fuckin’ doped up to the max by the way - being mercy flogged with his own 
guitar by Andy on behalf of the band's reputation while Moz is busy hanging himself in the booth with your 
amp wire. Wait, oh, someone's let the cops in and they've just arrested Andy- fuck, they've made off with 


your Chablis as well." 


Johnny looks disgusted but impressed at Mike's storytelling abilities. The ambience is astounding. "You're 
hilarious, Mike." He says eventually. 


‘Cheers, I'm here all week unfortunately," another drag on the cig. "Was telling the truth about your wine 
though. Met an unfortunate fate at the hands of your replacement." 


"Of course,” Johnny rubs his face. "Can you convince Moz to get on the phone, please?" 
Mike hums. "I'll try, John, can give you my word on that." 


And this musical chair of a fuckin’ phone call starts up again At this point, because Axl's left the door open 


and thats obviously an invitation, Duff has strode into Axl's room in his boxers to scope out what's going on 
"Who's on the phone?" He asks Axl. 
"The fuckin’ Smiths," he says, still glaring at the phone in Johnny's lap. 


"Cool" Duff exclaims, before sticking his head out the door. "Stevie, guess who's on the phone! The fuckin’ 
Smiths!" 


Cool! cries a little voice, about three rooms down, and Johnny hears a blip in the call a few seconds later. 
"Heyl" Steven's voice suddenly chimes through the receiver, and Johnny almost falls off the bed 


"Steven?" 


At that point, Axl and Duff tune in. 


"I got the reception to patch me inl" Steven merrily chats. "Man, | just wanted to say, | totally love the 
Smiths-" 


"Steven-" 


‘If Steve's talkin’ to the Smiths, | wanna talk to the Smiths!" Duff declares, and rushes out of the room. Johnny 


can hear scuffling in the receiver as Steven and Duff fight for the phone a few rooms over. 
"Morrissey," Duff booms down the phone, "Let me tell ya, Just Like Heaven was a fuckin’ masterpiece 
no 

"Johnny?" Mike curiously, worryingly echoes down the phone 

"Who's that?" Steven shouts 

"Mike," he says incredulously, "who the fuck's that?" 

"Oh, dude, you're the drummer! Im the drummer too!" 


"Steve, Duff, hang up now," Johnny says harshly. Hearing that, Axl strides over and snatched the phone from 
Johnny's hands. 


"Izzy?!" Axl demands, shoving a cursing Johnny out the way. 

"Hey, Axl!" Steven and Duff greet him to the call and poor Mike is surrounded by fucking Americans 
"Johnny?" Mike wearily asks again 

"Johnny's gone," Axl hisses very threateningly, making Johnny blink, "which one are you?" 

"lim fucking Mike!" 

"Put Izzy on the phone, cocksucker!" 

"Fuck you!" 

At that point, there's a three-way altercation as everyone has a phone ripped out of their hands. 


"Mikel" Johnny shouts into the receiver. 


"Johnny?" Izzy struggles. 


"Fuckers?" Somehow, Slash has ended up in the room with Steven and Duff and emerged victorious with the 


receiver. He doesn't have a clue who he's talking to. 


"Slash?" Izzy and Johnny say at the same time. Axl lunges forward for the phone again but Johnny expertly 


swats him away. 

"Who's Mike?" Slash sleepily asks. 

"Uh, man, you wanna do me a solid and hang up the phone?" Izzy frowns. "We're kinda havin’ a conversation’ 
"Oh, yeah, no worries,” Slash goes to hang up but both Izzy and Johnny hear the whispering of no, no, don’t 
hang up! in the background, and a loud shhhhh from both Steven and Duff. When Johnny looks round, he sees 
that Axl has gone to the other room and is very clearly also eavesdropping on the situation 

I's silent for a few minutes, and then Izzy clears his throat. Silent for a little longer, then Johnny snaps. 


"We know you're still on the fucking line!" 


Then there's another scuffle and someone has taken the option of hanging up. Johnny can hear a collective 


groan from two doors down. 

"Please, for fuck's sake," Johnny begs. "Put Moz on the phone.” 

"We're try- Mike's trying," Izzy clarifies. "He still ain't talkin’ to me." 

‘Is Andy there at least?" 

Izzy's quiet, and then says, "yeah, hold on, okay?" 

Then there's complete absolute silence, and Johnny lets out a breath he didn't know he was holding. 

He hears some low chatter and the receiver being passed to someone, and then he says, "Andy, absolutely get 
Morrissey on the phone this second, I've had too much bullshit this morning to deal with his on top of that 


and l've only been awake fifteen minutes." 


"Um," a voice that's so familiar in the worst way sounds through the phone, and Johnny slaps himself audibly 


on the forehead. "Hi." 


And Morrissey's voice is so meek and tiny that Johnny feels like the fuckin’ Guns r Roses boys have aged him 
Twenty goddamn years. 


"Sorry," Johnny gathers himself, and clears his throat. "Listen, |-" 
‘Its alright," Moz sighs. "It's really, really, just- alright. It's fine." 
"Is not," Johnny says. "Should've told you." 

"You're a grown man," Moz deadpans, "make your own decisions." 

| have done," Johnny frowns at the sourness in Morrissey's voice. 
"Well," Moz purses his lips. "Fine." 

It wasn't Izzy's fault" 

"He told me it was." 


"Well, it's fuckin’ lovely of him to do that for you, innit?" Johnny says, and then wants to die when he realises 
what he said and why he said it. 


There's silence on the other end, and then Moz says, "yeah, lovely." 
Johnny is so embarrassed that he can't speak 

I'm going to go now," Moz decides. 

"Wait," Johnny cuts in. "Just wait" 

"What?" 


And there's a little more silence because Johmy hadn't planned what to say. Eventually, incredulously, he says, 


"what happened to my Chablis?" 
What the fuck is wrong with him. 


More silence, and then Moz declares, "I drank it, Johnny." Then he's hung up and Johnny wants to absolutely 
end his life. 


He slams the receiver down and throws his head into his hands. 
"Trouble in paradise?" Axl lingers in the doorway, lighting up a cigarette. 


"Axl, fuck off," Johnny politely asks him, and Axl winks at him. 


Fuckin’ off," he surprisingly complies, holding his hands up, "but this is my room, so give me a holler when 


you're done." 


And, convinced that its all a part of his master plan, Johnny's left hating himself on the unmade bed of Axl's 


hotel room. 


Morrissey storms out of the studio with two Smiths and one American looking despondently after him. 

"This," Andy says calmly, gesturing all around hin, "is all your fault, Izzy." 

"Then let me fix it," Izzy frowns, grabbing his jacket and walking swiftly out of the studio. 

"You're the last person he wants to see," Mike chimes in, "you'll just make things worse." 

And goddamn, as much as Izzy hates to admit it, Mike's so right. He truly is. 

He stops in his tracks and really muses over what he should do. Then he glances over his shoulder and tells 
Mike to fuck off one last time before going after Morrissey. 

"Wait!" Izzy calls down the hall, jogging after him. Morrissey ignores him and carries on walking briskly. Izzy, 
who goes through eight packs of cigarettes a week and has done since he was fourteen, struggles to catch up 


with him. "Moz, wait!" 


Morrissey stops abruptly, sending Izzy crashing into the back of him. He doesn't say anything and he doesn't 


move, instead leaving Izzy to gather himself and manoeuvre round him. 
"What happened?" Izzy breathes heavily. 
"Nothing." Morrissey says firmly, fists clenching. 


"Come on," Izzy looks exasperated, still breathing heavily, silently saying come on, / fucking ran to catch up with 


You. 


"Nothing thats any of your business." 


"My boys put him in a bad mood," Izzy pants, tripping over his words trying to explain. "Whatever he said, he 


didn't mean." 


"It wasn't what he said, Izzy, he didn't say-" Moz stops, takes a deep breath and composed himself. "He's 


annoyed me, and I've annoyed him. | need a little while to myself” 
Then Izzy stands up straight and sincerely says, "okay." 


That grabs Morrissey's attention. His head snaps around to meet Izzy, who's about to walk back into the 
studio. "What?" He asks, taken aback. 


"What?" Izzy says back casually. 
Moz gestures, as if to say why was that so easy? Izzy smirks. 


"Man, I've been with Axl ten fuckin’ years, think | know when to leave somebody well alone," he shrugs. 
"Everybody needs some time on their own" 


"They do," Moz purses his lips. "Thanks..Izzy." 
"Sure," Izzy shrugs again. Ain't nothing revolutionary. Just diffusion tactics. "We're in there when you're ready.” 


"Right," Moz says and relaxes his shoulders as Izzy walks away. He's left there thinking that maybe he 


should've let lzzy run after him anyway. 


At the final soundcheck, Johnny refuses to talk to anybody. 
"Johnny?" 

No. He keeps his mouth tight shut, despite Axl's prodding, 
"Johnny" 

Not today, Axl 

"Jonathan" 

No way. 

"J-Dog 


Definitely not, but Steven snickers in the background. When even that fails to get a reaction, Axl puts his 
entire mouth on the microphone and booms across the auditorium, "JO-O-O-OHNNY." 


That sends Johnny six feet into the air, Slash falling over his guitar case and Steven knocking over a cymbal 
stand. Duff stands, sipping hot coffee, and the vibration from Axl's antics sends the coffee spilling out of the 
cup. 

"Shit, man, my Starbucks," Duff whines. "That was fuckin’ ten dollar filter shit, what's wrong with you?" 

Axl just shrugs, and Johnny glares at him. 

"What?" He snaps eventually. 

"You're outta fuckin’ tune," Axl adjusts the mic stand, avoiding Johnny's eyes. 

"Alright," Johnny deadpans. 


Axl then looks at him accusingly. 


"Okay," he soothes into the mic, softer this time. "You're pissed, | get that. | understand. We're all buddies here, 
you don't gotta take it out on us." 


lm not taking it out on all of you," Johnny blinks, and then points at Axl. "lm taking it out on you." 


"I didn't even do shit, Johnny," Axl squares up, getting annoyed. "They were the fuckin’ ones cursin' down the 


goddamn phone." 
"You were the fuckin’ one who had to piss yourself and introduce me as Johnny Marr.” 


"Johnny," Axl sighs, and pinches his nose. "What did you think would happen? You'd sail through three nights 
with nobody catching on?" 


"Isn't that what you wanted?" 


"Yes!" Axl throws his arms out. "Yes," he says after a while, a little calmer. "Until | could figure out how to 


spin it but- it just wasn't- | panicked, alright? Nobody told me that you didn't want Morrissey +o.-fuckin’ know." 
"Not that | didn't want him to know, shit, | just didnt want it on a fucking headline" 

"Oh fucking well!” Axl yells. 

Slash, Duff and Steven watch on like kids whose parents are going through a divorce. 


Axl licks his lips and then frowns. "You picked the wrong band to play happy families with, John." 


And that ain't your fault, Johnny hears the words Axl means hanging in the air. 


"Don't know why you'd want Izzy playin’ on your fuckin’ album anyway," he murmurs, adjusting the mic stand. 


"He can't fuckin’ play." 
Slash chuckles under his breath. 
Johnny smiles and starts tuning his guitar. "Why d'you keep him around then?" 


Axl grips on to the mic stand and pauses, thinking about it. He looks straight off into the auditorium. "Uh," he 


says into the microphone. "He's kinda cool. And he writes all the damn music | guess." 

Johnny smiles wider. 

| mean, he can play, just not when he's all fucked up, plus he's good at organisin’ shit and we go way back 
anyway-" Axl trails off when he turns around and catches Johnny's grin. He grimaces, looks around at his 


bandmates, and then says into the mic, "let's just start with Anything Goes." 


Johnny keeps smiling all the way through. 


When Morrissey cools off and walks back to the studio, he happens upon a strange sight. 


Mike is in the booth behind his drum kit, actually taking direction from Izzy, while Andy stands next to Izzy 
expertly mixing the sound Moz is absolutely appalled that they're all working together. 


When he gets closer, however, he can smell why. 


Izzy and Andy are sharing a blunt, and they've locked Mike in the booth and barricaded it with the loveseat, so 
they aren't really working together but they're doing the best they can 


"Hey," Izzy greets, not really turning around. "Feeling okay?" 
"Yes," Moz purses his lips, "thanks." 


"No problem," Izzy says, and then spins around in the chair, dragging on the spliff. He exhales, and then grins. 


"Wanna feel even better?" 


Andy turns around with a challenging smirk. Mike is piecing together the conversation and raises his eyebrows. 


And Izzy almost falls out of his chair when Moz says god, please. 


